—242—

“The assailants have won the barriers, have they not?”
said Ivanhoe.

“They have—they have!” exclaimed Rebecca “and they
press the besieged hard upon the outer wall; some plant
ladders, some swarm like bees, and endeavor to ascend upon
the shoulders of each other—down go stones; “beams, and
trunks of trees upon their heads, and as fast as they bear
the wounded men to the rear, fresh men supply, their place
in the assault. Great God! hast thou given men thine own
image, that it should be thus eruelly defaced by the hands
of their brethren!” ]

“Think not of that,” said Ivanhoe; “this is no time for
such thoughts. 'Who yield?—who push their way?”

“The ladders are thrown down,” replied Rebecca, shud-
dering. “The soldiers lie grovelling under them like crushed
reptiles—the besieged have the better!”

“Saint George strike for us!” exclaimed the knight; “do
the false yeomen give way?”

“No! exclaimed Rebecca; they bear themselves right
yeomanly—the Black Kuight approaches the postern with
his huge axe—tlic thundering blows which he deals, you may
hear them above all the din and shouts of the battle—
stones and beams are hailed down on the bold champion—he
regards them no more than if they were thistledown of
feathers!”

“By Saint John of Acre!” said Ivanhce, raising himself
joyfully on his couch; ‘ methought there was but one man in
England that might do such a deed!”

“The postern gate shakes,” continued Rebecea; “it crashes
—it is splintered by his blows—they rush in— ths outwork
is won—they hurl the defenders from the battlements—they
throw them into the moat! Oh, men,—if ye be indeed men,—
spare them that can resist no longer!”

“The bridge,—the bridge which communicates with the
castle,—have they won that pass?” exclaimed Ivanhoe.

“No,” replied Rebecca; the Templar has destroyed the
plank on which they crossed—few of the defenders escaped
with him into the castle—the shrieks and cries which you
hear, tell the fate of the others! Alas! I see it is still more
difficult to look upon victory than upon battle!”
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“What do they now, maiden?” said Ivanhoe; “look forth
yet again—this is no time to faint at bloodshed.”

“It is over for the time " answered Rebecca. “Our friends
strengthen themselves within the outwork which they have
mastered, and it affords them so good a shelter from the foe-
man’s shot, that the garrison only bestow a few bolts on it,
from interval, to interval as if rather to disquiet than effec-
tnally to injure them.”

HUBERT AND ARTHUR.

Prince ARTHUR, HUBERT, and ATTENDANTS.
Scene—A room in the castle, Northampton,

Enter HUBERT and two ATTENDANTS.

Huperr. Heat me these irons hot; and look thou stand
Within the arras: when I strike my foot
Upon the bosom of the ground, rush forth,
And bind the boy, which jyou shall find with me,
Fast to the chair: he heedful: hence, and watch.
Its ArrENDANT. I hope your warrant will bear out the
deed. e
Huz. Uncleanly sernples! Fear not you; look to’t
(Ezeunt Attendants,
Young lad come forth; I have to say with you.

Enter ARTHUR,

Arthur. Good morrow, Hubert.
Hub. Good morrow, little prince.
Arth. As little prince, (having so great a title
"T'o be more prince,) as may be— You are sad,
Hub, Indeed, I have been merrier.
Arth Mercy on me!




Methinks nobody should be sad but I:
Yet I remember when I was in France
Young gentleraen would be as sad as night,
Only for wantonnes. By my christendom,
So I were out of prison, and kept sheep,
I shonld be merry as the day is long;
And so I would be here, but that I doubt
My uncle practises more harm to me:
He is afraid of me; and I of him:
Is it my fault that I was Geoffrey's son?
No indeed, is’t not; and I would to heaven,
I were your son, so you would love me, Hubert,
Hub. 1f I talk to him, with his innocent prate
He will awake my mercy, which lies dead:
Therefore I will be sudden, and despatch. (Aside.
Arth. Are you sick; Hubert? You look pale to—day:
In sooth, I would you were a little sick,
That T might sit all night, and watch with you:
I warrant, I love you more than you do me.
Hub. His words do take possession of my bosom.—
Read here, young Arthur (Showing a paper.
How now foolish rheum! (4side.
"T'urning dispiteous torture out of door!
1 must be brief; lest resolution drop
Out at my eyes, in tender womanish tears,.—
Can you not read it? Is it not fair writ?
Arth. Too fairly, Hubert, for o foul effect:
Must you with hot irons burn out hoth mine eyes?
Hub. Y oung boy, I must,
Arth. And will youn?
Hub, And T will.
Arth. Have you the heart? When your head did but
ache,
I knit my handkerchief about your brows,
(The best I had, a princess wronght it me)
And T did never ask it you again:
And with my hand at midni crht held your head;
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour,
Still and anon cheered up the heavy time;
Saying, What lack you? and, Where lies xom‘ grief?
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Or, What good love may I perform for you?
Many a poor man's son would have lain still,
Aud ne'er have spoke a loving werd to you:
But you at your sick service had a | prinee.
Nay, you may think my love was t-mﬂy love,
And call it, cunning: do, an if you will:
If Heaven be pleased that you must use 'ne ill,
Why, then you must.—W ili you ln{ out mine eyes?
These eyes, that never did, nor ziever shall,
*_*O_mm,h as frown on you?

Hub 1 ]‘.L:Y:: sworn to do Ei';
And with hot irons st T buen then: sut.

Arth. Ah, none, bhut in this iron aoe would do it!
The 1'.\' of itself, thlm“l h »at red—hot,

A

Appro achi ear th , would drink my tears,

> INNOCcENCce:;
Nav, after =:.‘..C;‘;‘:‘iwa.‘l'f~"
But T';.'f_ J"i.Lilxli i
Are you mor 'm bhorn—he
An if an angel'sho ‘O'\l ave tome to me,
Aud told me Hubert should put out'mine eyes,
1 would not have l:ehwul him. No tongue but Hubert's—
Hub. Come forth. (Stamps.

Re-enter Atiendanis, with cord, irons; §e.

Do as I bid you do.
Arth. O, save me, Hubert, save me! My eyes are out,
Even with the fiereeJo ke of these bloody men;
Hub. Give me the ivon, T s:n'_ and bind him here,
Arth. Alas, what need you be so boist'rous-rough?
I will not qhnrlrrie I will stand stoné-still.
For Heaven's sake, Hubert, let me not be bound!
Nay, hetirime,; Hubert! drive these men away,
And I will sit asquict asa lamb;
I will mot stir; nor wince, nor h[!t"l" a word,
Nor look 1 lpnn the iron angerly;
Thrust but these men away, and .21 forgive you,
Whatever tormentiyon do put me to.
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Hub. Go, stand within; let me alone with him.

Ist Attend. 1 am best pleased to be from such a deed,
(Ezeunt Attendants.

Arth. Alas! I then have chid away my friend:
He hath a stern look, but a gentle heart:—
Let him come back, that his compassion may
Give life to yours.
Hub. Come, boy, prepare yourself.
Arth. Is there no remedy?
Hub. None, but to lose your eyes. )
Arth. O heaven!—that there were but a mote in yours,
A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wand'ring hair,
Any annoyance in that precious sense!
Then, feeling what small things are boist’rous there,
Your vile intent must needs seem horrible.
Hub. Is this your promise? Go to, hold your tongue.
Arth. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues
Must needs want pleading for a pair of eyes:
Let me not hold my tongue; let me not, Hubert!
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut.out my tongue.
So I may keep mine eyes; O, spare mine eyes:
Though to no use, but still to look on you!
Lo, by my troth, the instrument is cold,
And would not harm me.
Hub. I can heat it! boy. .
Arth. No, in good sooth; the fire is'dead with grief—
Being create for comfort—to be used
In undeserved extremes: Sce else yourself:
There is no malice in this butaing coal;
The breath of heaven hath blown his spirit out,
And strewed repentant ashes on his head.
Hub. But with my breath I can revive it, boy.
Arth. And if you do, you will but make it blush,
And glow with shame of your proceedings, Hubert;
Nay, it, perchance, will sparkle in your eyes;
And, like a dog. that is compelled to fight,
Snatch at his master that doth tarre him on.
All things, that you should use to do me wrong,
' Deny their office; only you do lack
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That merey which fierce fire and iron extends,—
Creatures of note, for mercy-lacking uses,

Hub. Well, see to live; I will not touch thine eyes
For all the treasure that thine uncle owes;
Yet am I sworn, and T did purpose, boy,
With this same very iron to burn them out,

Arth. 0O, now you look like Hubert! ull this while
You were disguised.

Hub. Peace: nomore. Adieu;
Your uncle must not know but you are dead;
I'll fill these dogged spies with false reports,
And, pretty child, sleep doubtless, and secure,
That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world,
Will not offend thee,

Arth. O heaven!—I thank you, Hubert.

Hub. Silence: no more. Go closely in with me:

Much danger do 1 undergo for thee. (Ezeunt,
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TROZ0S ESCOGIDOS EN VERSO,

ANTONY'S ADDRESS TO THE ROMANS.,

Friends, Romans, cuuntr}‘u'zen.".m}n? e Your ears:
I come to bury Cassar, not to praise mm,
The evil that men do lives after ﬂzem;
The good is oft int erred with tl';m!r 1:)0!:2‘5.‘
So let it be with Casar! The n_u?lne,bmtu&-
Hath told yon, Casar was ambitious:
If it were so, it was a grievous fault;
And grievously hath Casar ans\\‘ezed it,
Here, under leave .ni' Bm}t us, and the rest,
(For Brutus is an honorable man, ‘
Sp are they ull, all hone Tfl‘i"!!‘.‘l??'lf‘n;)
Come 1 to spesak in Ceesar’s funeral.—

He was mv friend, faithful and just to me:
But Brutus says he was ambitious;
And Brutus is an honorable man. _
He hath brought mary captives home to Rome,
] 4 : X o A ¥ el .
Whase ransoms did the gs:m-m_l coffers fill:
Did this in Cacsar seem ambitions?
When that the poor have cried, Ceesar hath wept:
Ambition should be made of sterner stuff,
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious;
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And Brufus is an honorable man, .
You all did see, that, on the Lupercal, -
1 thrice presented him a kingly crown, R
Which he did thrice refuse. -Was this ambition? .
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious;, 1. ¢
And sure he is an honorable man. :

I speak not to disprove what I do know. - ° ..
You all did love him once, not without catse: *
What cause withholds you, then; to mourn for hime
O judgment, thou art fled to brutish beasts,. , =
And men have lost their reason'—Bear with me;
My heart is in the coffin there with Caesar, - . -,
And I must pause till it come back to me, . '

But yesterday the word of Ceesar might . ;-
Have stood against the werld; now lies he there,
And none so poor to do him reverence. j A
0 Masters! if I were disposed to stir
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage,

I should do Brutus wrong; and Cassius wrong,
Who, you all know, are honorable men, '
I will not do them, wrong—I rather choose

"To wrong the dead, t6 wrong myself and yott,

Than I will wrong such honorable men,
But here's a parchment, with the seal of Cadsar,

I found it in his closet! ’t is his will, '
* Let'but the commons hear this téstament, - *

(Which, pardon me, T 'd6 not mean' to' réad ) i
And they wotld go and kiss dead ' Caésar's wotnds;
And dip their napkiiis n his sacred blosd-=
Yea, beg'a hair of him for membry,” * '
And, dying, mention it within their wills,
Bequeathing it as a'rich legacy,” " " ©

Unto their issue.——

If you have tears, prepare to'shed them now,
 Youall do know'this'mantle: T remember: |2/ |
“UThe fitst time ‘ever Cassar put it on} o,

"Twais on a Simmer's evering in his tent;
That day he overaiie the Nerviip—s. . «11:




—250=

Look! In this place ran Cassius's dagger tl:}'mu‘gh:—-
See, what a‘rent the envious Casca made—
Through this, the well-beloved Brutus stabbed;
And, as he plucked his cursed steel away,
Mark how the blood of Cesar followed it!—
This was the most unkindest ¢ut of all!
For, when the hoble Cesar saw Aim stab, ‘.
- Ingratitude, miore strong than traitors’ arms, .
“Quite vanquished him! Then burst his mighty heart:
And, iﬁ'hié_mantlefnai;xﬁi;ing up '%uts face,
ven ‘at the Base of Ponipey’s statue,.
%’Vhich ofl the while ran blood, great Caesar fell:
O, what'a fall Was'there, my countrymen!
Then I and you, and all of us, fell down;
Whilst blood§ ‘tréasdn flourishéd over' us.
O; now yatt Wweep: and T'peérceive "}iﬁu-feelm ‘
"The dint of pitiy~these ‘are 'gracious drops,’
Kind souls! WHat, weep you when you but behold
Our Ceest's vestuté wounded? Tiook ye here!— '
Hereis hifuself-Lmarred; s you'see, by traitors.

Good friends! sweet friends!. Let me not stir yowup
To sich & sudden flood of mutiny! :
They. that have done this deed are honorable!

What private griefs they have, alas, I know not,

That made them do it! They are wise and honorable,

And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you,

1 come, not, friends, to steal away, your hearts:

I am nojorator, as B]iilxtus :{s;: i
ut, as you know me all, a plain, blunt man,

']j).')'hs;t Im}rre my, friend—and that they know- full.well

"That gave me public leaye;to speak of him.

For I have neither ‘wit, nor words, nor worth,

Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech,

To,stin men’s blobd:+—I enly speak rightion;, 57

1 tell yow,that which you yourselves do knowrr.

Show you sweet Casgar’s wounds, poor, peor;dumbmouths,

And bid: them: speak-for me, But; were I Brutus,
And Brutus Antony, there were.an Antony,
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Would ruffle up your spirits, and put a tongue
In every wound of Caesar, that should move
The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny!

HYMN OF PRAISE BY ADAM AND EVE.

These are thy glorious works, Parent of good,

Almighty! Thine this universal frame,

Thus wondrous fairl Thyself how wondrous then,
Unspeakable! who sittest above these Leavens,

To us invisible; or dimly seen

In these thy lowest works; yet these declare :
Thy goodness beyond thought, and power divine,
Speak, ye who best can tell, ye sons of light,
Angels; for ye behold him, and with 80Dgs

And choral symphonies, day without night,

Circle his throne rejoicing; ye in heaven,

On earth join all ye creatures to extol

Him first, him'last, him midst, and without end.
Fairest of stars, last in the train of night,

If better thou belong nat to the dawn,

Sure pledge of day, that. ctownest the smiling morn
Wisk thy bright circlet, praise him. in thy sphere,
While day-arises, 'that gweet hour of prime.

Thou sun, of this great world both eye and soul,
Acknowledge him thg greater; sound his praise

In thy eternal course, both whe thou chmbest,
And when highnioon hast gained;and when' thou fallest,
Ye mists'and exhalations, that now rise {3
From hill or steaming lake, dusky or gray,

Till the sen paint your fleecy skirts with gold, 11
In honor to-the world's great ' Author rise;; "
Whether tis deck with elouds the uncolored sky,
Or wet!the thirsty earth with falling sHoivers; ,
Rising or falling; still advance his praise
His praise,.ye winds that from four quarters blow,




Breathe soft or loud; and wave your tops, ye pines.

With every plant; in sign of worship wave.
Fountains, and ye that warble. as ye flow,
Melodious murmurs, warbling tune his praise.
Join voices, all ye living souls; ye birds,

That singing up to heaven’s gate ascend,
Bear on your wings and in your notes his praise,
Ye that in waters glide. and.ye that walk
The earth and stately tread or lowly creep;
Witness if 1 be silent, morn or even,

To hill or valley, fountain or fresh shade;
‘Made vocal by my song, and taught his praise.
Hail, universal Lord, be bonteous still
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‘When for a moment, Tike a drop of rain,
He sinks into thy depths with bubbling groan,

Without a grave, unknelled, uncuffined, and unknown.

The armaments which thunderstrike the walls
Of rock-built cities, bidding nations quake,
And monarchs tremble in their capitals;

The oak leviathans, whose huge ribs make

Their clay creator the vain title take

Of lord of thee, and arbiter of war,—

These are thy toys, and, as the snowy flake,
They melt info thy yeast of waves, which mar

1 d: and if the night Alike the Armada’s pride, or spoils of Trafalgar,
"To give us only good; and 1f the nig
Have gathered aught U,If edv::l mi ciﬁgegiiﬁ’ Thy shores are empires, changed in all save thee—
Disperse it, as now light dispels : ' Assyria, Greece, Rome, Carthage,—what are they?
: Thy waters wasted them while they were free,
And many, a tirant since; their shores obey
The stranger, slave, or savage; their decay
Has dried up, realms to deserts:—not so thou,
Unchangeable, save to thy wild waves’ play—
APOSTROPHE TO THE OCEAN. Time writes no wrinkle on thine azutre brow—
' ' Such as creation’s dawn beheld, thou rollest now.

There is a pleasure in the pathless woods, . ;
Thereis a rapture on the, lonely .shore, Thou glorious tirror, where the Almighty’s form
There is: so¢iety, where none, 111_131?*}(.135;. i HoleE Glasses itself in: tempests; in all time,
By thedeep' sea; and music 0 1 X0k, | ;i Calm or convulsed-— in breeze or gale or storm,
L love not man the less, but, Nature more, ! ' Icing the pole, or in the torrid clime :
From these-our interviews,in which I steal - Dark heaving;—boundless, endless, and sublime—
From all I may be;or have fbeea,>bff9?ei-‘ & i ol ‘ The image of Eternity—the throne
. «»Ta mingle with the nm\’efﬂeaean@'f‘?qﬁ s g Of the Invisible; even from out thy slime
Mbat T can neler express; yet:cannotiall conc PUT 9 | The monsters of the deep are made; each zone
Y 107 b ' Obeys thee: thou goest forth, dread, fathomless, alone,

Roll p‘n-,-,timu deeﬁﬁnd da.rkblue Ocea.n—*ﬂrolll"‘
"EHonsRS R ity s Wi, o} | And T have Toved thee, Ocean! and my joy
Man mharks the earth with m—'h*“?“nt“?l 13. i ' Of yuothful sports was on thy breast to be
Stops with:the shore;—~upon the watery plain- 0> Borne, like thy bubbles, onward: from. a boy

The wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth remain.i 1 ' I wantoned with thy breakers—they to me
Ashadow of men’s ravage, save hisown, L <7 Were a delight; and if the freshening sea
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Made them a terror,—'t. was a pleasing fear; T'lashed all their sabres bare,
For I was, as it were, a child of thee, Flashed as they turned in air,
And trusted to thy billows far and near, ] Sabring the gunners there,
And laid my hand upoen thy mane—as I do here, ‘ Charging an army, while

CHARGE OF THE LIGHT BRIGADE,

Half & league, half a ]eao'ue
Half a leab‘ue onward,
‘All'in the mllev“ of desth
Rode the six hun_(hed
- wForward; the. Light'Brizade!
‘Chargle-for the gunshi he ‘said.
Into the valley of death,
Rode the six hundrejd.

uForward the Light B*made'u
‘Wag there.a man qumaved?
Not though the soldiers knew
Some one had blundered;
Theirs not to make reply,
Theirs not to reason Whv
Theirs but to'do and ' die:
Into the valley of death

Rode the six h1{nd1'ec1‘

Cannon to right of them, -
Cannon to ;(,ft of them,
Cannon in front of them
Volleyed and thundered:
Stormed at with shot and bhell
Boldly they rode and well;
Into the Jaws of death,
Into the month of hell
Rode the six hundre d

All the world) wondered:
Plunged in the battery smoke,
mht through the line they broke;
Cossack and’ Russian
Reeled from the sabre—stroke,
Shattered and sundered,
Then they rode back, but not;
Not the six hundred.

Cannon to right of them,
Cannon to left of them,
Cannon behind them.

Volleyed and thundered:
Stormed at with shot and 311311
While horse and hero fell,
They that bad fouﬁht 0 uell
Came through the § jaws of de&ﬂx,
Back from the mouth of: hell;
All that was left of themj

Lioft of six hundred.

When can thair glory fade?

0, the wild cliarge they madel
AH the world yondered.
Honor the charge they made!

Honor the Laght Brigade,

Noble six hundred!




THE BRIDGE OF SIGHS.

One more Unfortunate,
Weary of breath,
Rashly importunate,
Gone to her death!

Take her up tenderly,
Lift her with care;
Fashioned so slenderly,
Young, and so fair!

Look at her garments
Clinging like cerements;
Whilst the wave constantly
Drips from her clpthing:
Take her up instantly,
Loving, not loathing.
Touch her not scornfully,
Think of her mournfully;
Gently and humanly;

Not of the stains ¢f her—
All' that remains of her
Now, is pure woma’z_ily. ’

Malke no deep scrutiny
Inte her mutiny

Rash and undutiful:
Past all dishonor,
Death has left on her
Only the beautiful.

Loop up her tresses
Escaped from the comb,
Her fair auburn tresses;

While wonderment guesses. ..
Where was. her home?

Who was her father?
Who was her mother? .
Had she a sister? :.

Had she a brother?

Or was there a dearer one
Still; and a nearer-one i
Yet, thap all other? -

Alas! for the rarity
Of Christian charity
Under the sun!

Oh! it was pitifull
Near a whole city full
Home she had none!

Sisterly, brotherly,
Fatherly, motherly
Feelings had changed:
Love by harsh evidence
Thrown from its eminence:
Even God’s providence
Seeming estranged.

Whes the lamps quiver

So far in the river,

With magv a light

From window and casement,
From garret to basement,
She stood with amazement,
Houseless by night.

The bleak wind of March
Made her tremble and shiver;
But not the dark arch,

Or the black flowing river:
Mad from life’s history,
Glad to death’s mystery
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Swift £ be hurled—
Anywhere, anywhere,” ©
-Qut of the world—

In she plunged boldly,
No matter how'coldly
The rough iver ran."

Take her up tendelsy,
Lift her with care;
Fashioned so slenderly,
Young, and sq fair!

Ere her liinbs frigidly’
Stiffen too rigidly,
Decently, kindly,™

Smooth, afid compose them?”’

And her eyes, close them,"
Staring so blindly!

Dreadfully stating -
Through muddy impurity,
As when with the daring
Last Took of despairing
Fixed on futurity,

Perishing gloomily
Spurred by contitmely,
Cold inhumanity,
Burning insanity,
Into her rest—

Cross her hands humbly
As if praying dumbly,
Over her breast.

Owning her weakness,
Her evil behawoir,

And leaving, with’ meckness

Her sins to her Saviour!
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THE ANTIQUITY OF FREEDOM,

Here are old trees—tall oaks and gnarled pines—
That stream ‘with gray-green mosses; here the ground
Was never trenched by spade, and fgtrers spring up
Unsown, and die ungathéred. If is'sweet’ ;
To linger here, améng the fitting birds'

And leaping squirrels, wandéring brooks ‘and winds
That shake the Teaves) and seattér, as they pass;

A fragrance from ‘the cedars Phicklyset 7 o/ oiz
With pale blue berries! In these pedeefal shadegi—
Peaceful, unpruned, immeasurable old—

My thoughts go up the long!idim path of years, -
Back to the earliest days t)gflliberty. E4hat 1

O Freedon, thou art not, #s posts drear]

A fair yourtg girl, with light antl delicate limbs,

And wavy trésses;” gushing fromithe cap

With which the Romat'niaster crosmed his slave
When he took ‘off the'gyves. A beurded man)

Armed to the teeth, art thow; oné mailed hand
‘Gragps the broad: shield; and one the sword; thy brow,
Glorious in beanty thoughiit be, is scarred

With tokens of old wars; thy massive limbs

Are strong with sttuggling. Power at thee has launched
His bolts, and with hisTiglitnings smitten thee; _
They could'nét quencli the life thou hast from Heaven.
Merciless power hag'dug thy dungeon deep, | -

And his swart'armorers; by @ thousand fires,

Have forged ‘thy thain; yet while he deemsthes hound,
The links aré shivered, and theé prison walls :

Fall outward; terribly thot springest fosth i !

As springs the flame above a'burningpile,

And shoutest to the nations, who Fetuin

Thy shoutings, whilethe pale oppressor flies,

Thy birthright was not given by human hands;




